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	1. Chapter 1

The guitar starts playing followed by the drums… I start tapping my foot and nervously bob my head to the beat. I wipe off a bead of sweat that is starting to form, no doubt from all the lights flashing on my face. Who am I kidding? It's likely from my nerves.

We are at our favorite karaoke bar, and I am doing something I have never done before. I am onstage about to sing. I, Dimitri Belikov, am about to sing to win over a girl, cliché right?

She isn't just any girl though, she's the woman of my dreams.

I look over the stage, and in the crowd I see Jesse. A flash of recognition is on his face, and he doesn't look happy, he looks PISSED. Good, he deserves it after what he's done to her. Next to him I see Rose, and she's giving me an encouraging smile and cheering me on, God if she only knew…

Next to them is my best friend Ivan, who has a smug smirk on his face. I'm going to kill him for convincing me to do this. Adrian is straight out laughing at me, yes LAUGHING; they'll both be dead after this song is over. I can't believe I let them talk me into doing this. It must be the several shots of Russian vodka they poured down my throat, claiming its 'liquid courage'. I rolled my eyes at that, but took them anyway. She needs to know the truth, and if this is the way to do it, then I will do it!

The words flash on the screen for me to start… It's too late to back out now.

_Jesse is a friend,_

_Yeah, I know he's been a good friend of mine_

_But lately something's changed_

_It ain't hard to define_

_Jesse's got himself a girl and I want to make her mine_

_And she's watching him with those eyes_

_And she's lovin' him with that body, I just know it!_

"God I hope not…" wait, did I just say that out loud? The look on Rose's face definitely seems to say so… Or maybe she's figured out this song is about her? I look to her best friend Lissa who is smiling at me and nodding her head, encouraging me to continue.

_And he's holding her in his arms late, late at night_

I grab the microphone and pour my heart into the song, it is after all a song for the woman I love.

_You know I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_Where can I find a woman like that?_

Feeling emboldened, I look over at Jesse who is giving me the promise of murder with his eyes. Rose is just continuing with her stunned look. At any other time, I would find it amusing, but not now. I just wish I knew what she was thinking…

_I play along with the charade_

_That doesn't seem to be a reason to change_

_You know I feel so dirty when they start talking cute_

_I wanna tell her that I love her but the point is probably moot_

_'Cause she's watching him with those eyes_

_And she's lovin' him with that body, I just know it!_

At this point I make a motion with my hands that draws the shape of a woman, then thrust my hips a little, and the crowd goes wild! At the very least I'm entertaining.

_And he's holding her in his arms late, late at night_

_You know I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_Where can I find a woman like that?_

The crowd joins me during the chorus, encouraging me to continue.

_Like Jesse's girl_

_I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_Where can I find a woman..._

_Where can I find a woman like that?_

I look straight into Rose's eyes, willing her to see how much she means to me, all this is for her. Jesse doesn't deserve her.

_And I'm lookin' in the mirror all the time_

_Wonderin' what she don't see in me_

_I've been funny; I've been cool with the lines_

_Ain't that the way love's supposed to be?_

Rose, still has her stunned look on her face, and visibly swallows. I can see it from here.

_Tell me, why can't I find a woman like that?_

_You know I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_I want Jesse's girl_

_Where can I find a woman like that?_

_Like Jesse's girl_

_I wish that I had Jesse's girl_

_I want, I want Jesse's girl_

By the end of the song I'm breathing heavily, trying to catch my breath. A bar full of people roars with cheers and claps. I don't care though, the only person I care for is standing a few feet away. Still having that look on her face, like its been permanently glued.

I walk off the stage and am met with a pissed off Jesse whose fist connects with my jaw. The force of the impact makes my head turn to the side. I hardly feel it though. Over his shoulder Rose suddenly appears, and is pulling him, begging him to go outside with her.

She gives me a meaningful look, what the meaning is? I have no idea. She doesn't break eye contact with me until she's convinced Jesse and they're walking out. Leaving me there, with my heart crushed.

*sigh* I bet you're wondering what's going on right? Well, let me start at the beginning.

**Hello everyone! This story came to me whilst hearing, you guessed it! Jessie's girl! I thought it'd be fun to do a VA twist to this awesome song! This story isn't going to be very long, maybe a few chapters. I'm not sure yet. Anyway, please let me know what you think! Who wouldn't love a man serenading to them? I would! Especially a tall, dark and handsome sexy Russian! =P**

**Disclaimer: I don't own VA or any of it's characters. Nor do I own the song, Jessie's girl. **


	2. Chapter 2

**AN: First, I'd like to begin to tell you all how terribly sorry I am for taking so long to complete this! I have no excuse, so I will proceed with the truth, which is, I have had a TERRIBLE case of writer's block. **

**I know, I know…  
>*hangs head down in shame*<strong>

**Thank you to all who have followed, favorite and commented!**

**I'd also like to give a special thanks hbarker for your awesomeness and helping me think of how to proceed.**

**If you haven't done so already, please check out this page-turner FF by hbarker: Sunsets & Roses. **  
><strong>Anyways, without further adieu, here's Chapter 2!<strong>

_**5 months earlier...**_

"No Tasha, I don't want to see you," I hissed, being careful to not be too loud since I am currently in the office. This was the tenth call I received from Tasha, and it wasn't even 10am. I had to put a stop to this behavior now.

"But Dimka…" Tasha whined. I can't believe I actually had feelings for this woman. Her once beautiful, almost musical voice now sounded annoying and obnoxious, much like its owner.

"No buts Tasha!" I cut her off, "stop calling me, we're through. I don't want anything to do with you!" I hung up, and almost smashed my cell phone against the wall, but thought better of it.

I was sitting in my office fuming. It was sad how our relationship ended. Tasha and I have been dating for several years, I actually wanted to marry the woman. I even had a ring picked out and everything. Now thinking about it, I really don't know what I saw in Tasha. I mean, she was sexy as hell with her raven hair, piercing blue eyes, and she had legs for days, but she never really had any depth.

_FLASHBACK:_

_"__Dimka, I need money for a new Gucci purse I saw at the mall today," Tasha purred, pouting her lips. Using that sexy voice and look that always works on me._

_I sighed. "Tasha, I can't right now. We're trying to buy a larger apartment, we can't keep wasting money on purses, shoes and clothes right now," I chided, sounding like a broken record. We have had these conversations many times before._

_Tasha not liking my response throws a somewhat child like tantrum, "ugh! Clothes are essential! Do you want ME walking around naked?!" she shrieked._

_"__No! I'm not saying that. But you have a walk in closet full of clothes…" I started to say but stop when I see Tasha stripping with a scowl marred on her face, "what are you doing? Stop that!" _

_But Tasha doesn't listen and takes off her remaining piece of clothing, including undergarments and approaches the front door of our apartment. _

_ "__This is what you want, don't you Dimitri?" she asked, calling me by my full name instead of my nickname she usually uses as an endearment. "You're taking clothes away from me Dimitri, clothes! Well with no clothes, I'll just walk around naked. I might as well start right now," she exclaims and starts to turn the knob of the front door. I immediately stop her before she opens the door, and hold her to my body._

_ "__Now I never told you I'm taking your clothes away, you have plenty in your closet, and a lot of them still have the tags on…" I start to say but am interrupted by Tasha._

_ "__So you're referring things to me now? I can't believe it" Tasha says incredulously, and turns away from me, obviously disturbed._

_ "__Tasha, please don't get mad. I'm doing this for you, all of this is for you." I motion my hands around our apartment for further emphasis. "You told me you don't like living here, that its too small and cramped, so I'm getting us a new larger apartment. You told me you did not like your car, so I bought you a new one. I just don't know what you want from me… do you even love me?"_

_Tasha softens a bit, "of course I do silly! It's just that I'm so stressed, I can't find an acting job worthy of me, and the temp place I'm working at does not even KNOW who is in their presence! Because I'm a star, I just haven't had my time to shine yet."_

_"I know you are milaya, and don't worry, one day you'll be a big star; you'll be in movies, and award shows, and I'll get to say, 'That's my girl' to anyone and everyone," I say, comforting Tasha. It seems to do the trick because Tasha stops trying to get outside and starts kissing me._

_ "__That's why I love you Dimka, you are the only one who understands me," is all that Tasha says while she grabs my hand and leads us into our bedroom. _

It is obvious that Tasha never really loved me; she was only using me. I just wished I had seen it sooner and not wasted so much time with her…

"Dimitri?" a soft voice called me out of my reverie.

"WHAT?" I snapped, and instantly regretted it the moment I saw the look on her face. She looked almost frightened while standing at the threshold of my office, but still wore that look of utter concern for me.

"I'm sorry Lissa, I didn't mean to snap at you, it's just…" I trailed off. Vasilisa Dragomir is a much-valued worker in my and Ivan's firm. She has won employee of the month several times, and by far exceeds our expectations on every assignment she has been given. Everyone in the office, no doubt because of her calm yet captivating demeanor, loves her, she could possibly have everyone eating out of her hand. Too bad I'm not into blondes. It doesn't even matter anyway, I'm not looking for a relationship, and probably won't have one for a long time after Tasha…

"No need to apologize, I get it. It was her again wasn't it…" Lissa didn't feel comfortable using Tasha's name, no doubt worried that by me hearing her name would cause me more pain. Lissa was very wrong about that, I couldn't care less about Tasha, not anymore.

Just as I was about to respond my cell phone made a _ding_ noise alerting me that I just received a text message. I pick up the phone to see who it is. Speak of the devil.

_Dimka, since you won't let me speak then I will text you to tell you I'm not giving up on you, on us. I love you and I wanted you to know I made a HUGE mistake. PLEASE let me see you, I can make it better if you let me. _

I rolled my eyes and slammed my phone down, this time not caring if I cracked my screen. Just then I heard an intake of breath and saw Lissa jump a little. I almost forgot she was here.

"I'm so sorry Lissa, Tasha just doesn't leave me alone. I don't know how many times I've told her we're through. She just keeps insisting and insisting and insisting. I'm so sick of this!" I exclaimed.

"You could start by blocking her number," Lissa remarked sagely, pointing a finger to my phone. Why haven't I thought of that? I immediately blocked Tasha's number, and when I was done I looked up. Lissa was giving me another look of pity, but I don't want her pity so I quickly change the subject.

Clearing my throat, I ask, "So what can I do for you, Lissa?" I motion for her to take a seat. She came into my office and closed the door.

She sat down primly in front of me and began nervously, "so I have this friend. We've been best friends since kindergarten…"

"Uh-huh" is all I say, not liking where this is going.

"Well you see, the thing is, she recently had a terrible break up with her ex-boyfriend… I don't want to give you details, but all I can say is that she is going through what you are going through, kind of."

I inwardly groan, I do NOT want a relationship right now, especially after what I've been through with Tasha. I just need time to myself. It's been a very long time since I've been single, and don't want to jump into anything. I don't want to hurt Lissa's feelings though.

I sigh and try to break it to her gently. "Look Lissa, I appreciate what you are trying to do, I really do, but I'm not looking to jump into a relationship right now. It's been a long time since I have been single, and I just want time to myself. I'm sure your friend is a wonderful woman, I'm just not ready to date."

"It's okay Dimitri I understand. I just figured since you both are going through the same thing, you can relate, you know? Just seeing her upset and fuming isn't good for her, and it isn't good for you either… just let me know if you decide to change your mind."

She gives me a pointed look, all I could do is nod before she gets up and leaves my office.

**Sooooo that was chapter 2! What do you guys think? Will Tasha give up? Will Dimitri give in to Tasha? Please review! I'd love to get feedback from you guys! **


	3. Chapter 3

**Oui Oui, here's chapter 3:**

Over the next few months, I poured myself into my work, seeing as I didn't have anything better to do. It worked great for my career, as the firm's bottom line had almost doubled. However, it didn't help my social life.

"Whoa, Dimka, what has that punching bag ever done to you?" Ivan teased. Sweat was dripping off his brow and over his workout clothes, much like my own. We have been meeting, to work out, very morning for years. I, however, have taken to working out in the evenings as well.

Grunting, I gave short, quick jabs to the bag. "You're just jealous that you can't beat me in a sparring match anymore." I couldn't help myself and smirked. It's true. There was a time when Ivan could beat me, although with great difficulty.

Ivan's build is much like my own, however, with completely different features. While I am tall, at 6'7", Ivan dwarfs me at 6'4". Although shorter than myself, he's still considerably taller than most. We both have lean muscle and strong jaws. Ivan often jokes that I'm his "brother from another mother," given our similarities. This always elicits an eye-roll. However, while I have tanned skin, brown eyes and dark brown hair, Ivan has blond hair, blue eyes and pale skin.

Our personalities also differ, given Ivan's charismatic nature. He can strike up a conversation with anyone and everyone, while I tend to keep to myself. I sometimes wonder how we ever became friends, given our different personalities. Maybe it's the differences that make our friendship work. This also applies to our business as well. Ivan, ever the enthusiast, wants to jump in head first. I, often being the levelheaded one, have to rein him in and ensure everything is above board before signing a contract.

"Ha! We'll see about that!" Ivan rushes forward, almost catching me off guard. I just barely dodge him and sweep his feet with my right leg, effectively tripping him. Not giving Ivan the chance to get up, I start grappling with him, effectively pinning him down.

Ivan proceeds to groan in frustration. "Fine you're better! Jeez, get off me!" Accepting his defeat, I quickly get up and help Ivan off the ground. While we head to the locker rooms, Ivan decides to broach the subject I've been avoiding.

"So when are you going to get yourself out there again man? I mean, I know what Tasha did was really fucked up, but not all women are like that."  
>Although Ivan has a point, I'm just not interested. I've told him time and time again, I feel like a broken record. Before I could repeat myself once again, Ivan continues, "Besides, I'm not telling you to go out and marry the first woman you meet, but it doesn't hurt to have a little fun." With that, Ivan winks at me and clasps my shoulder.<p>

I just give Ivan a smile and head to the showers. There's no point in verbally disagreeing. Ivan knows me well, and knows I'm not the kind of man to disrespect a woman. My mama has taught me well. I'm a one-woman kind of man. Well, her and my good-for-nothing father.

My father was never what one would consider a "role model", but that didn't become apparent to me until I was older. As most children in my situation, I never really understood what was going around me. Yes, I'd notice scratches and bruises all over my mother's uncovered skin, but I never thought anything of it. When I did ask, her response was the same, "Oh silly me, I must have tripped." Coincidentally, she would always get these scratches and bruises when my father was around. My father is a businessman, and would often leave for months on end. Little did we know, my father not only left for business, but for pleasure as well, leaving a slew of women degraded and impregnated in his wake. Mama, however, began to suspect around my thirteenth birthday.

I had stayed up, awaiting my father, excited to see what he had brought me. In the middle of the night he came in, drunk. He and my mother began arguing in the kitchen. What little I could hear, she was confronting him about one of his mistresses. Soft speaking turned into outright yelling, as they argued. I stood frozen, unsure of what to do. I suddenly heard a large bang, as she cried out in pain. At that moment, I knew that all of those scratches and bruises he had accumulated throughout the years were because of him. Feeling enraged, I rushed downstairs and into the kitchen. I found my father hovering over her defeated form, and yanked him off.

I then proceeded to punch, kick and yell until my mother finally pulled me off of him. My father had a terrified expression on his face, one that gave me a sick sort of pleasure. With a menacingly glare, I yelled, "Don't you ever come back here again, or next time you'll be worse off!" While my mother tended to my bloody knuckles, the bastard got up and left, never to be seen again.

After my intervention, mama decided it would be best to leave and go someplace my father would never find us. She was able to acquire visas for myself, my sisters, my grandmother, and herself. Shortly after arriving to the U.S., I met Ivan, and we have been inseparable ever since.

After taking a shower, I met Ivan in the front of the gym, ready to head to work. Ivan, not being one to give up easily, continued the conversation where we had left off, much to my dismay.

"Dimka, I'm serious man, you've got to get out there! You've got to get your nose out of those damn western novels and live! It's been too long since we've hung out man. The guys and I miss hanging out with you."

Sighing in resignation, I replied, "You're right, it has been a while since I've hung out with everyone."

"A while?" Ivan snorted. "How about over 3 months, man! It's okay though, I'm goanna text the guys and let them know we're going out."

"Where are we going?"

"Oh you know…out," he said, being evasive.

"Fine," I acquiesced, "but I don't want to go to a strip club."

"Nah man, it's Thursday! We're going to the karaoke bar down the street."

"A karaoke bar? Since when have you liked to sing karaoke?"

"Since all the chicks there are hot, and there's $1 draft beer," he said, grinning.

"Like you can't afford to pay more" I grumble. Ivan just shrugs and continues texting away.

After I agreed to go, we entered the office. I left Ivan at his door, while I continued to my office down the hall. On my way, I saw Lissa. Smiling, I politely nodded in her direction and went into my office.

Lissa hadn't approached me again, regarding her friend. She probably figured it would be best to let me come to her and ask. I was relieved. I don't need anyone interfering with my love life. I already get enough nagging from mama, babushka, my sisters and now Ivan. I don't need anyone else trying to intervene. I'm perfectly content with the way things. Well, most of the time. Sometimes when I go home to my empty house, I feel an overwhelming sense of loneliness.

Ivan has tried and tried again to get me out of my shell, with little to no success. Today was an exception, seeing as how I had agreed to go out after work. With a deep sigh, I focus my attention on work, wondering whether it was a good idea or not to agree to go out.

**Okay so that was chapter 3! I'd like to give a special thanks and a round of applause to hbarker for perfecting this chapter; hbarker you're the best! :)  
>Thanks to everyone who followed, favorited, and dropped a line! Please don't hesitate to review guys, it really gives me motivation, and I honestly want to know what you guys think. <strong>


End file.
